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No Success Like Failure 


Author's Notes: 
Million thanks to lovely Queen Jane, Approximately for her amazing, inspiring beta work. 


| am quoting the lovely lyrics of \"To Sing for You\" by Donovan Leitch in the dialogues. 


When it comes to him, choice of words is the hardest part; | know all-too-well that he is the Master of 
Words. Of course | can attempt to select them, as wary, careful and caring as it gets, but suddenly they will 
all appear flat and derivative anyway. | take pride in my poetry, but with him my everyday definitions seem to 
be losing their primordial meaning, the words seem too shallow to encompass the intricate reality even for my 
own purposes. | don't know if that's because he's a genius or because | have such a striking crush on him. 


Either way, it doesn't change my impuissance in the least. 


That being said, | feel incapable of defining what he's been through today. ‘Humiliation’? Who would have the 
nerve to humiliate a god? Ah yes, maybe a mindless crowd. After all, we all know what happened once upon a 


time in Galilee. 


As the afterparty goes on | can see the debacle has affected Bob in a profound way; | have never seen him 
look so bad, his face positively gray, his eyes red from all the chemicals he keeps downing by the handful. | 
suppose / wouldn't even know names of some of them. His behaviour did not alter the way it would for a 
normal person though - only at times he would sit in a window niche, temporarily deflated, as if he needed to 
contemplate the ugliness of the world for a short while. Then all of a sudden he's making another round, filling 
the room with his personality like rolling thunder. 


He came on to a girl in the presence of her husband; he blandly, deathly offended at least three different 
people. 


I'm watching these desperate vacillations from my corner, turbid drink in my hand, my heart bursting my 
chest. | can see how thin the surface of his pretense is and l'm dreading the moment it will wear through. | 
may be the only person in the room who's aware of how shaken and broken he really is - because even 


though | haven't known him for terribly long, I'm certainly solicitous, damn, obsessed enough to tell. 


Would he approach me? He's been rather nice to me so far. Of course he teases me all the time, but that's 
better than disregard. | think he's also slowly getting used to treating me like an equal, as much as it makes 
him cringe at times. 


l'm at once craving conversation and wishing he would just leave already. The duality isn't unfamiliar, but the 
strength of its mettle seems entirely new because this ferra incognita scares me to death; what are you 
supposed to say in a situation like this? Maybe I'd better just.. 


"Well, ‘lo there, Glasgow boy. Havin’ fun?" 


Speak of the devil.. or should | say, "speak of the angel"? Probably both. No more than two feet from me 
stands one Bob Dylan on the edge of his personal precipice, staggering slightly, his unfocused eyes skipping 
from my face to the floor over and over again, his hands surprisingly empty; for some reason, the last 
observation makes my chest tighten painfully. Drink, smoke, knock yourself out Bob, because | can't even look 


at you when you're helpless like this.. 

As I'm still nervously contemplating possible answers, he's suddenly leaning towards me and before | can react, 
he takes the pseudo-Dylan sunglasses off my face with exceptional gentleness. For a while he just contemplates 
them, turning them about in his fingers, deep in thought, and when he finally speaks his voice comes out as an 


almost-whisper. 


"Hey man, I'll ask ya one question Wanna get outta here with me? Leave now and wait in the backyard, I'l 


getcha. Or if you don't.. well, then, fuck you.” 


eR 


Its been an hour since we left the party. We've dropped some acid and now we're sitting on the edge of his 


bed smoking pot: he needs to blot out what had happened today, and | have to forget what we are about to do. 
Not that | don't want to do it, God no. Mostly I'm just freaked out that he may change his mind and back out 
when I'm mad with young lust; I've already gotten pretty close to that point due to his very smothering, 
throttling presence. | don't want to loose my dream but neither do | want for us to suddenly end in some 


embarrassing deadlock. Shameful truth be told, | only want us to end in each other's arms. 
Fuck. 


At least | know we're going to fry, despite the fact that since we got here we haven't shared a single 
significant touch. We are both fully dressed and our conversation is perfunctory and terse, far short of erotic. 


But every single thing in here seems to be just screaming ‘sex,’ and for once | know its not my own wishful 


thinking. 


Its been here since our manic motor ride: me holding on to him for dear life, him wearing my sunglasses (in 
fact he still does) while apparently being intent on killing us both. The jarring realization that he was the only 
thing protecting me from an sudden, horrible death was stupefying; l'm not sure if just any fuck can quite 


beat that thrilling experience of such extreme dependence. But of course we are going to fuck anyway. 


Bob seems aware of all that, too - he keeps getting more and more tense, as if he desperately wants to shut 
me off and yet knows he can't. | don't think | would even let him now - we have both gone too far - ah yes, 


apparently drugs did some nice things to my sense of self-importance. 


The room has become a surface composed of tiny, opaque waving wrinkles; only Bob's form has retained 
integrity except for his face which seems to be flashing with hues of green and red. | imagine that | can feel 


my pupils widen and narrow, back and forth. Being curious as to how much | can control my own reactions, | 
decide to pose that question to Bob. 

"What, don't tell me you've never had it” 

"I have, justnot so much. | don't think I've ever drank quite as much, either." 

"Next you're gonna tell me you've never fucked" 

‘Of course | havel Just not.. damn it" I'm really getting vexed. | wouldn't mind if he was in a better condition, 
but apparently he keeps making fun of me despite it's doing nothing to improve his mood. He's pettish like a 


bloody prodigy, and surely | have enough resolve to stand him, but.. 


With a smirk and a lungful of abrasive smoke, he rasps, "I can tell you wanna do it, so grow a pair, come over 


here and kiss me, child." 


Of course I'd dreamed it every silent night I'd jerked off to the radio, hoping to hear his voice because | didn't 


even have the nerve to turn on one of his records, and of course | still want it like nothing else in the word, 


but still, | am utterly unprepared to hear it spoken just like that. He takes another blow, hands the joint to me 
and then makes no further move indicating that the rest is up to me. Get ready for the trial, Leitch 


"Okay. Can | take off your glasses then?" 

"Can ya take off my glasses, indeed,” he imitates my manner of speech in a way that makes me shift and 
blush furiously as he pries off the shaded specs. "Eh, here you go, see? l'm really not in the best of shapes 
tonight. Don't be touchy, Dono." 

| can see his eyes again | love them. They are shifty and untrustworthy - a mirror of his soul - but that's 
what makes the rare vulnerability far more precious. Whenever | can see Bob let one of his guards down in 
any way it's like a Christmas morning. 

| find myself thanking God for my recent obsession with ChapStick. It had never mattered before with any of 
the girls | had been with, their faces had become one gigantic blur by now anyway. But I'm glad the lips about 


to touch this special mouth are soft like an infant's skin. 


| put out the joint, move a little closer and take a quavering breath; careful not to touch him with my hands 


just yet | finally indulge my all-too-eager lips. 
“Anmmph." 


Oh my God. Oh my God, he was about to say something more, worst timing possible. | back out frantically. Bravo 
Leitch, how many things do you think you can fuck up before he kicks you out? 


‘I'm sorry, Bob. God, I'm so sorry. What were you saying?" 
He shakes his head and seems a little amused. 


"Nothin. Don't be nervous, yer not the one everyone hates here, golden boy," and before | have time to 


oppose, he adds: "Try again. Maybe this time you can do better." 


Well, it doesn't sound too inviting and he's got me wondering whether the whole situation is yet another of his 
cruel jokes. It's not like | wouldn't let him vent his failure this way - no, | would do anything for him, I'd just 
really rather know the price beforehand. 


‘I'm talkin to ya, boy. Ain't you listenin’? | want ya to imagine I'm one of them Glasgow girls." 
All right. Were it any other day, | would tell myself | love him enough to endure this endless teasing - even 


the stupid, crude way in which he makes fun of my origin. Any other bloody old day, but not now. It has all 


been way too heavy on us both and it's hurt me just as much to see him rejected, and | can't stand the 


tension in this room anymore, and all right, if I'm about to fuck everything up, I'd damn better fuck it up now. 


| lean my head down again and crush our mouths together, rigidly. Yesterday I'd noticed he had a small cut in 
his lower lip; | had preferred not to wonder how it got there, but now the flashback combined with the sudden 
warmth and a salty flavor in my mouth makes me aware of how violent our kiss was. | don't move back 


though, you wanted intensity, oblivion? Here you go, take this, fucking fake this. 


| keep pressing harder and harder into the firm wall of teeth until | can no longer be sure whose blood it is 
that | taste. He moans into my mouth; a little muffled, nasal sound. l'm craving to touch him more, so | 
tentatively rest my hands on his arms, stroking the leather surface of his motorcycle jacket. When there's 
absolutely no air left, we both break the kiss at the same time. | feel so dizzy I'm afraid | might pass out and | 
haven't even had a taste of his tongue yet. 


He takes a deep breath. 


"Well. That was nice, kid" 


It comes out rather patronizing but | can never be fully sure how serious he is anyway, so | ignore the words 
and proceed with taking off his jacket. He remains pretty torpid, which isn't very stimulating, but | convince 
myself | can make him feel good in a while. | start to unbutton his shirt and | experience small difficulty pulling 
the fabric out of his jeans to which he reacts with short, hysterical laughter before he helps me with the 
task. Both items land on the floor - now he's bare-chested but still not nearly as here with me as | want him 


to be. 

| crouch on the bed behind him, embracing his skinny body as | kiss his right arm. The skin there feels thin like 
baking parchment. My mouth starts to work its way down his back and shortly | get completely lost in it, as if 
| were about to create pure art, primal and pristine, immaculate.. 

‘It was really that bad, wasn't it?" 

| stop but | don't pull away, warming his shoulder blade with my interrupted breath. 


"Bobby." 


Violently, he frees himself from my arms, turning back to face me. The dark shades under his eyes are like 
two poisoned wells. 


"Fuck you and don't Bobby me, man! Just say it: they hated me, didn't they?" 


On the one hand, confirmation seems the only logical answer since he's already acknowledged it aloud, himself. 


On the other hand.. 


"You've changed, Bob. They have to get used to it. Just give them more time." 


It sounds pretty balanced to my ears, so | have no idea why he snickers so contemptuously in response until | 
notice the tears glittering in his eyes. Shit. All these things | want to say are beyond my reach: | love you, | 
want you, your performance was stunning, fuck me now and let's forget the whole world It's still so 
bewildering to be his support, as if the whole balance of powers has somersaulted. | don't want to see his 
tears, nor do | want to hear the quiet sobs. | have never felt so helpless in my life. However, the bittersweet 


notion that he feels comfortable enough around me to cry still does not quite escape me. 


"When you feel you just cant make it anymore.. " 


Where did that come from? Does this strangely high-pitched, stoned voice actually belong to me? The hell with 
that; I'm too horny, tired and drugged up to be sophisticated. 


"With your head bowed down youre staring at the floor." 

All of a sudden he really stops crying; he's piercing me with his look, but he doesn't say anything so | go on. 
"Search out to me with your weary eyes.. Hl sing a song for you." 

"God, Dono. You sound fucking awful, man. Remind me never to give kids like you drugs again." 

Did | just screw up everything? 

"and come here. If ya keep kissin me at least you're not singing.” 

RK 

"Passionate" doesn't even begin to cover this; besides, the word always made me think of a certain amount of 
tenderness-definitely not the case as he's pounding me down into the mattress. Yes, deep inside he's still sad 
and broken, but that's precisely why he ravishes me in this overwhelmingly voracious way. 

His hands are supported on both sides of my arms, curls plastered to forehead with sweat, his expression 
concentrated yet slightly confused, as if sometimes he still has to ask himself what on Earth he is actually 
doing. When he'd entered me he had groaned: "Ahh, Jesus. Yer so fuckin’ tight, kid," now he mostly keeps silent 
only at times moaning deeply in his throat which makes me quiver and feel like I'm about to go mad with 
pleasure - both my own and his, they're inseparable now. 

Furthermore, with every movement of the slim hips his belly rubs against my erection - thats enough to 
make me practically forget the burning pain in my ass, even though he keeps missing that special spot inside 


my body every now and then. | know it would be easier if | was on my stomach instead, but this position was 


hard-won. | don't care about being in charge but it was absolutely vital to me to be able to see his beautiful 


face, so | wrestled him when he tried to turn me away, for two minutes we just kept grappling with a 
surprising amount of zeal. In the end he pinned my wrists to the mattress above my head, nose-To-nose, his 
exquisite blue eyes throwing impotent thunderbolts. He'd hissed, "Okay... o-fucking-kay," and then without 


further comment roughly shoved a pillow under my obstinately supine form. 


Therefore now | can shamelessly gawk at his mouth, parted and luscious yet slightly chapped from too many 
of my kisses, the bloody cut gaping wide open. He doesn't even try to refrain from closing his eyes anymore - 
it's not easy for me, either, but | am the one who desperately needs to fully remember this view - this 


moment - forever. 


My legs are drawn up high but | frantically keep wishing | could just wrap them around him until they sink into 


his precious skin; suck him inside me, make him stay there always. 
| am gasping out orders, harder, faster, more.. 

"Aint ya..." he can hardly speak ".. s'pposed to walk tomorrow?" 

"| don't give a.. ah god, right there! Do it again Bob, fucking now!" 


Later | will probably hardly manage to believe | had the nerve to command him like this, but now it only 
arouses the both of us more. His hips are moving of their own, ruthless accord; it hurts, but I'll persevere- 
the very thought that apparently being inside my body makes him of all people feel so good is sufficient to 


ignore the pain. 


I'm aware | must refrain from orgasm for as long as possible because when | do come, the anguish triggered 
by his rapid movements may become unbearable. Or maybe | can get hard again straight off? It's never 


happened before but it certainly doesn't seem impossible now. 


He slips out for the third time, swears softly under his breath and almost immediately impales me again as | 
slightly raise my hips to make the access easier. Pleased with my greediness he ravenously draws his tongue 
along my cupid's bow and | scream. l'm still quaffing particles of his saliva from my upper lip when his climax 
takes me by surprise; all of a sudden he's arching, for a few seconds tense like a strung chord before he 
hides the beauty of his ecstasy in the crook of my arm, pressing his warm body all over mine. Completion, 


perfection, my own private resurrection.. 


"Oh fuck, Bob," | moan and vehemently spurt in the non-existent space between our bellies, the muscles of my 
thighs strained beyond the point of endurance. Variations on the theme of his name flow from my mouth 
frenziedly along with some much unwanted confessions; luckily, he's too spent and dizzy to even make them 


out, let alone take them seriously. 


eR 


"It was honest." 


We're lying next to each other in bed. | can't quite help my pathetic need for a cuddle, but | know it's 
impossible so | cherish what | have: his naked body next to mine, the smoke from cigarettes mingling with the 
rich scents of our semen and sweat. 


| immediately understand precisely to what he is referring and | extend my hand to touch his hair. It's so 
wonderfully scruffy now, and he slightly ducks his head to allow me to caress him. 


"| know, Bob." 
"Wasn't.." another deep toke, distinct pleasure on his face ".some fucking pandering. It was all me" 


"I know, Bobby. | know," | say again and | stroke his curls for the last time as | sense it will soon make him 
uncomfortable. Overall, though, he's much more peaceful now; he will never get over today completely, but 


time-induced oblivion is still the best drug known to the humanity. 


"Thank you," | say, knowing it should be him thanking me, but | have been secretly hankering after this for too 
long to be ungrateful now. You could even say | took advantage of him tonight. Even if | did I'll be forgiven 


because the only truth is this: | made love to him while he just screwed me. 


Yes, | know | was nothing but a rebound, but he could do so much better than me and yet he didn't want to, 
and somehow that's all that matters to me at the moment. Denial will be your epitaph, Leitch 


"Anytime. Want another one, Dono?" 
"Of course | do, Bob. Of course.” 


After all, dont | always? 


From the first time we met 


| knew you were the one to set me free. 
You liked me, | liked you, 
You liked me, | liked you. 


Holding my heart in the palm of your hand 
fa) 
Burning your body to fill in the time. 


LJ 


| knew naively that | was your man, 


| followed after with heavy heart of lead, 
Just lke a man who walks, yet is dead 


(Donovan, / Like You from "Cosmic Wheels") 


